VALE

Brightness was drenching through the branches

When she wandered again,

Turning the silver out of dark grasses

Where the skylark had lain,

And her voice coming softly over the meadow

Was the mist becoming rain.
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THE stacks, like blunt impassive temples, rise
Across flat fields against the autumnal skies.
The hairy-hooved horses plough the land,
Or as in prayer and meditation stand                  i

Upholding square, primeval, dung-stained carts,
With an unending patience in their hearts.

Nothing is changed.   The farmer's gig goes by
Against the horizon.   Surely, the same sky,
So vast and yet familiar, grey and mild,
And streaked with light like music, I, a child,
Lifted my face from leaf-edged lanes to see,
Late-coming home, to bread-and-butter tea.
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FAREWELL, this is the first, the worst Farewell,
Good-bye to the long dream ;                           20

I hear the tolling of my boyhood's knell.
And I must cross the stream.

Good-bye, South Meadow, Athens, Cuckoo Weir,

Good-bye, tall Brocas trees;
To me you are more sacred and more fair

Than the Hesperides.
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